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pulled himself together. The Iron will
stlll hold. Ile Btrodo lo tlio conneet-
Ittg door and opened It. Tlio tutnult
hnd dled down, and Stuatz alone was
now spoaking. So Jnlent wero tho
upenker and hls henrerB tlmt nono
noted thu Boss's advent from so uiiex-
peoted a ciuarter. Ou tho thrcshold
stood Caleb, surveyltiB tho sccno wlth
qulet contempt.
"And that's how ,'lt Is!" Staatz waa

tloelulinlng. "We'ro llckcd. looked!
Pretty Mort of new^ for Dcmoerats thls
is!" plcking up a wowly-broken length
of tlcker tape, arofind which the other
men had been cllsterlng. "'Clly ot
Grafton; complctu: Conovor, 5,100;
Standish, 12,351.' Is It a wonder you
nll went nutty wlen you got It? ln
Grafton, too, strorghold of Domocracy.
TIiIb meatiB tho Siato for Standish by
an easy 4,000, ma>ie more, And who'n
to blaine? Aro ,yi>u? Am I? Not us!
AVe'vo had.the wlolo party's hnd.our
hnnils tied bohim' us. And we wero
sent ln to flght Ske tliat. Could wo
use tho good oldtoioves? Not us! lt
tntiBt be kld-glovc silk-sock, amachoor
pollllcs, moetlng Btandish on hls own
ground. No wonler he llckcd us! A
Prohlbltionlst cold have llckfid men
that wero hnmpebd llke wo were. And
who was lt tied lur hands? Who got
the party boat a«l tho Machine smash-
ed? Who dld IU Calob Conover!"
Mo pauscd, ptMIng and sweatlng

wlth wrath. Tkm, ertcouraged by a

murmur of assbt that ran around
tho rlng of llsthers, he bellowed:

"\Ve aln't In iditics for our health,
nro wc? It's cjr bread and butter.

{ That brend and utter's been snatched
away from us. IVho by? Caleb Con¬
over!- Are you koing to bo lcd by
the nose any liger by a man who
betravs you lik that? Kor my part
I'm tlred ot weHng hltf collar."
A growl of abrobation greeted hls

- query. Hls bclH- changed to a lower
tono of persuasU. .¦¦.'._'¦':

"I ain't sttylti he resumed, "but
what Conovor's enc work for the Ma¬
chine. ln hls da'jhe was a great man,
but hls day's pa!. Ho's breaklng up.
Don't thls camtlgn prove he Is?
Makes us throwour chances out ot
the wlnder for ^.nnillsh to pick up.
And when wc'rciwaltlng news from
tho deciding clt he plays a phono¬
graph, and then jinders off. and most
likely forgets wCe here. There's an¬

other thing: Ho\dld Richard Croker
and Charlic Mufiy and Matt Quny
and N. Bonnpartlnnd all tho rest of
thc blg bosses ltd thelr power? By
kceping thelr iuths shut. When
Croker once bogi to talk, wliat hap-
nened? Down tibled all hln power.
Same with Quny.jjnme with vN'polton.
Same with all * 'cm. Talking was

tho flrst sign ofWlng hold. Look ut
Conover's case. V can all remember
when words wnas hard to get out
of him an dolla How about him
noW Talks to ly ono. I tell you
ho's breaklng up.pnless wc wnnt tlie
Machine to breakp for good and all,
too. we got to gln new. DendetV

"if the new lfer's you, Adolphe
Staatz," cut in a splng snarl, like»a
doir's from the loup of politicians,
as Bllly Shevllntiouldcrcd hls way
forward and thrtihls unshayen face
close to the dlstt leader's brlstllng
t-ray mustache. f you're the new

Leader you'ro roll' for, let me put
you wlse to someti': You'll got to tho
lirlmnrles stralglfrom tho hospltal,
nn' with vour shi;r rnug in a sllng.
For If I hear ancir pecp out of you,
roastin' tlio Bossll knock you from
undor your hat, 4 push your ugly
face ln Ull your tk teeth bend. lou
take the Boss's [? Chee- It s to
hi-ha' Go chasetourself, fore I

chase'you so far '11 d'scover a new

street You'd bai-ack MIster Con¬
over. would you'fl AVhy it you go
.round Granlte spVlin' ld/es of that
kind in vour owiinhead brain, l'll
Bure be c'mpelled) do all sorts of
things to vou. Akhen I'm flnlshed
wltli vou the Stsl famlly'll be ablo
to Indulge ln tl alloor n' ^tlme
called 'Put Pnpn gether!' You fer
loador. eh? Sayfi flatterln' you a

wholo beap whentall you-"Dc"t hlm nlonkllly." intcrvnnod
Bourke ns the s«ed Staatz baclted
toward the woll, followed by that
belllgerent, blue-td little face so

close to hls own.I hlm alone. He s

talking straight. or one-

"You for one,"|nded a sneering
voico from tho dmg-room cloorway
tiohind them. "ydor one. friend
Bourke. were state on tbe stroot
when I took you [md fod you nnd
-got your klds out the Protectory
and gavo you n jol
At tho first woaie mumbled ns-

pent to Stantz's nRourke's oplnlon,
tliat had wellod uita dozen tiiroats,
dled into sacrccl sib.
"You for unothtDolnho Staatz,"

went on Caleb, stbtanuing on tho
threshold und viei the group of
malconients with dd disgust. "You
were on tho road td'pen' for know-
lng too much aboulit 'queer paper*
joint on AVillow «, when I got
tho indictment quh and squared
things with tho dilt attorney and
pat you on your-fQ

"Caine," turiilng le Star's edltor,
"I thlnk I heard ybreelng among
the rest, dldn't I, lj Dlff'r'r sound
from the kind yoido when you
como-to mo twolve I ago and crled
and said tho Star wl ln, ancl would
I savo you from a bankrupt by
taklng lt ovor? -flthere's plcnty
moro of you hore tlthe samo sort
of story to tell." !
He strode forwarp wns among

them, forcing one nf-other to meot
his eye, doniiiiatinghls very pres¬
ence tho men who bought to de-
throno hlm. In hlsl of stress all.
tho old power, the wud rulership
of men, stirged badon tho Jinil-
roador. He Blood tt? amld avc-
struck sorfs, a htTscliaoImaster
among a naughty btf scared chll¬
dron, ]
"Somo one spoko I belng tlred

of wonring my coll io snld. "Ia
thero a man horo put on that
collar against his wl a man who
dldn't beg for it? lst. a iiiiin who
liasn't prollted by L nian who
hasn't rlson an t havln ond heno-
litod when I benelUpon't stand
thoro. mumehanco, llllot ot dago
sootion-hnnds! You Hmdy onottgh
to speuk boforo I canl Wh'y aron't
you now? Is lt b<l you'ro so
sorry for tlils poor, ln. old man,.
who talks too much aln't fit to

'I'LL KNOCK YOU FROM UNDER YOUR HAT.'

run thc Machine any longer, eh? Splt
It out, Scaatz! lf you're quallfylng for
my shoes you got to learn to look less
like a whipped puppy when you re

spoke to, Stand up and state your
grievance like a man, you Dutch crook
that 1 llfted out of jall. You, too,
Bourke! Wliere's your tonguc? And
all thc rest of you that was on the
polnt. of chooslng u new Leader.'.
No one answered. The Boss's lnstlnct

power rather than hls more words hold
them sulky and dumb. Over each was

creening the old subservic-nco to the
peerless will that ha3 so long shaped
the Mountaln Statc's destinles and
thelrs. ;..;'¦ , , __j

"I talk too much, eh?" mocked Con¬
over. Well, to prove that's so, 1 m
golng to give you curs a little Sunday-
school talk right now. lou say 1 cut
out thc old methods, thls campaign. I
did. Aml why did I do it? Becauso
if these reformers had thought they
were licked unfair there's so many of
'em they'd Ja" carrled tho case to every
court in the land, and 'a* drawed ihe
whole eountry's op'ra-glasses onto thls

p'ticular Machine, and started another
such wave as swamped Dick Croker
and Tammany in '9-1. And then, where d
the Machine and you fellers have been.
There's got to be reform ln a btato
just so often, just life there's got to
be croup in a mirsery. Every other
Statc's had it.-- And cacli timo theyj-e
flshed up somethlng queer about their
local Machine, and that same Machine s

never been so strong again. Well, thc
Mountaln State's turn for reform was

overdue. lt hud to come. And thls
was thc tlme. I thought maybe I
could bcat 'em on their own ground.
lf 1 had, that'd 'a' ended reform here.
forevcr and umen. Even If I was

beat, I knew the people w-ould, get so

sick of one term of reform they d
come screeching to us to take em

back. And then's the tlmo my kld-
glove stunts of thls campaign would
shine out llno against a rotten reform
administration. The Machine would
escapo any Investigation of the kind
that follers a crooked campaign, and
we'd simply be begged to tako evcry-
thing In sight for the rest of our

lives Maybe you thlnk a chanco of
ono term out of office was too much
to pay for such a future cinch?
The speoch.reasons and nll.^as

Improvised ns he spoke. And again
lt was the Boss's manner nnd his bru-
tal magnetlsm rather than his words
thnt carrled convictlon.
"Because I didn't prlnt thls all nu

ln blg letters and slmple words that
vou dolts could understand," resumed
Caleb, "you forget the holes T've got
you and tlie party out of ln «w>tow*;!and go grou-ning about my 'breaklng
up.' Maybe my braln ls softenlng a

blt, just to keep company with tho
nliinles I travel wlth. But it's stlll
a braln. And that's more'n any ono

else here cnn bonr.t ot having. Now,
I've showed vou how the land luys.
Whlch of you would 'a' carrled tho
Machine over lt any fafer. and how
would ho'd 'a' dono lt? You, for irt-
stnnco, Staatz?"
Tho blg German sheeplshly grrimbled

somethlng unlntelllglble undor hls
breath.
"Sounds nbout ns cloar and sensiblo

as most of your Idens, 'Dolphe," com-
mented Caleb. "You'll havo to lenrn
more words'n that before you'ro Boss,
-Now, then," ho rosiniied, throwlng
asldo his stolld bearing and liammer-
Ing imperiously on tho tnblo wlth hls
rlding erop, "wo'll proceed to chooso
a new Lender. It's Irrogular, hut
there's easv a quorum of district lend-
eis hore. Who'll it ho that stcps Into
Cnleb Conover's shoos? Who'll say
he's strong enough to hold tho rclns
he thlnks I'm too weak to handle?
"Who'll it bo? I llfted tho pai-ty nnd
overy mnn horo from tho dirt to a
higher, sj-ronger plncd than any ono
ilrenmed thoy could be liftod. Who'll
hold 'em there now thnt I stand asldo?
Speak up! Chooso your lendor!"
"CONOVER!" yollcd Bllly Shovlln cc-

slatlcally.
"Shut up, you mangy little tough!"

florcoly ordered Cnlob; but a half-scoro
of engor volces liad caught up tho cry,
About tho Ratlrondnr pressod tho dis¬
trict leiulers, smitlng him on tho back,
strlvlng to grab hls hands, ovor and
over agaln voolferatlng hls naino; cry-

V
ing out on him to stand by them, to
forgive thelr ingratitude and folly.
And ln thc ceiitre of the exultnnt

babel stood Calob Conover, unmovcd
save for a sneering smlle that twlsted
one corner.of hls hard moufh, the only
rnan present who was not carrled away
hy that crazy wave ot reactlve enthu-
siasm.-

"Staatz," obscrved tho Rallroader, as
the hubbub at length dled down, "I'm
afrald you'll have to wait a wee pecklo
longer for thnt leadership. But chcer
up. Everything comes to the man who
waits.till no one else wants it. I've
got one thing more to say, and then
my 'talking' will be done for good,
as far as you men are concerned. 1
had a kennel of dogs once, on my
place here. A whole lot of pedigreed,
high-prlced whelps that It cost mo
a fortune to buy. I thought maybe I'd
enjoy thelr society. lt was so much
sensibler'n pollticinns.' But somehow
nfter a while I got tircd of 'em. For
they didn't tako to mo, not from the
first. Anlmals don't, as a rule. Every
now and then when I'd go to thelr
enclosure they'd lorget to mind mo.
and once or twice they combined and
tried to get me down ancl throttle me.
Of course. I could lash 'em into mihd-
ing. and I could lash all the flght out
of 'em whon they started for my throat.
And I did. But by ancl by I got tlred
of having to llck the brutes every fow
days ln order to make *em treat me

decent. They weren't worth tho trou¬
ble. So I got rid of them. .Tust as
I'm golng to get rid of you fellers, and
for the samo good reason. I reslgn.
I'm out of politics for good. As far
as I'm concerned, the Maehlno is
smashed for all tlme. Noav clear out
of hero, tbe whole kenneltul of you.
Bc on your way!"

Stilling the furious vollev of protest
that had arisen on all sides as hls
announcement, Caleb flung open the
outer door ot his study. Several ot
the. daze.d politicians essnyed to soeak,
biit the quick gleam In thelr self-de-
posed Deader's eve halted the words
ero tliey were spoken. Qhcdient. cowed
to tho last. the Mnchinc's offlcers and
henchmen flnally ylelded to that look
and to Ihe poremptory gesture of the
Rallroader's arm. Ono by ono they
filed" out. Stnntz ln the van. Pourko
with nverted gazo sllnking along In
the rear.

Wlth a grunt of ultlmate dlsmissal,
Conover closed the door, as ho sup¬
posed, on the last pf his cx-followers.

Glancing over the scene of tlio Into
contlict before /departlng for his rlde.
hls glnncc fell on n solltnry, lH-«iressed
figure sented at one corner of tbe de¬
sert ed table.

"Bllly!" oxoinlmeil Conover. oxaso-
erated, "why didn't you get out with
the i-est?"

'"CauRO I don't' belong wltli that.
ch'enp-nkale push. I belong hore wlth
you. Bops."

"But .I'm out of it. vou idiot. Ont
ot Ihe n-nme for good nnd all. I'm
leavlng Grnnlte."
"When do wo start?"
Conover looked at hls littlo heneh-

man ln annoyaneo thut morged Into a
voxed laugh. .

"l tell you," lio repoatod, "I'm out of
politics for good."

"So'm 1, then," cheerfully responded
Bllly. b"D'ye know, Boss, I'm kind o'
giad. Sometirnos 1'vo susplcionod poli¬
tics wasn't.well, wasn't qulto squaro,
Maybe it's best that two pious men
like us is out of It. Now, say, MIs-
tot' Conover," ho hurrled on more so-
rloualy. "I know what you mean. You
want to shako tho wholo bunch. You'ro
soro on 'em all. Y'ou'ro goin' to cut
out Granito, too, after tho lomon you'vo
beon handed. But whatever your gamo
is an' wherever you splcl it, lt won't.
do you no ,harm to havo Bllly Shovlln
along with you as a 'also-ran.' Now,
wlll it? AVhy, Boss, 1'vo worked for
you over since 1 wns no blgger'n.no
.blggor'n Stnatz's chances of becomln'
a whlto mun. An' 1 aln't golng' to cut
out tho old job at thls timo at day.
lf it aln't Calob Conover, Governor, I
work for, then lt'11 bo Calob Conover,
Somethlng-of-Other. An' that'H good
onough for W. Shovlln. So lot'.B lot
it go nt that. I won't bothei' you no
moro to-nlght, 'causo I boo you'ro on
edgo, But I'm comln' around ln tbo
mornln'; An' whon I come I'm comln',

for keeps. Just liko I've always dono.
Ko long, Boss."
"Poor old Bllly/!" muttercd Conover

ns the Shovlln sllpped out too hur«
rlcdly to pornilt of hls Leadcr's frnm-
ng nny reply to what was qulto tho
longest spocch tho hcnchman.had uveimado. "lie'Il never mnke a hlt ln poll¬tlcs tlll ho gets rld of aomo of that
loyalty;. Next to grutltood, there aln'(another vlco that hainpers a man bcbad," ,

Tlien, dlsmlsslng the reeent cvenltfrom hls mlnd, tho Rallronder ru«down stnlrs. llghtly as a boy, and tcthe outer ontranco, where Dunderberpwns plunglng and plvoting in the gripof two grrooms. A thlrd groom, mount-cd on a quleter stecd, sat well bcvonil
range of the stnlllon'g lashlhg heels.Late as It was, Mra. Conovor wasstlll up. Caleb brushed past her lntho hall. cuttlng short tho feeble ro-monRtrances wlth whlch sho alwaysprefneed one of hls wlld rldes."Oh, Caleb!" she pleaded as sho fol¬lowed him out on the broad vcrandn.Not to-nlght, denr! Just give It upthls once, to please Me! He's.he'ssuch a torrlblo horse. I never snw himso wlld hs he Is now. The mon rnnscarcoly hold him. Oh. plcnse-"But the Rallroa'der was already pre-parlng to mount.

"Don't you worry. old girl." he cnll¬ed back over hls shoulder: "he's nonetoo wlld for niy taste. Thero never
W#ftt,:a., horse yet c0UlJ »?et the best
The wlnd was rlslng agaln. It whls-tled across the grounda. rufflin* thopuddlen and stlrrlng the dead leaves.A wltlff of it caught Conover's hat

rfoilf \°"fht, >>ls way to the plunglngstnllion's back. The exultanco of com¬ing nattle was already upon both rlderand horse.
"Your hat. slr!" called one of thegrooms. mt another .nrnng forwnrd tocatch the fulllng hendgenr. But Cnlebhnd no mlnd to walt for trlfles. Tlionlght wlnd wa. ln hls faco. the furl-

Otis horse whlrllng nnd rearlng betweonhls vico-Uke knee-grln."AU right! shouted Conover. Inglorlous oxcltement. slgnallng to tliestruggllnpr groom to release the bltAll right! Let lilm go! Never mlndthe hat. Come on. Glles."Dunderborg. hls head freed, leapedforward as from a catnpnlt. Mnsternnd man thundered away down theilrlve. nnd were n«--allowed In theblaekncss. Tho ,inuble roar of flvlnghoofs f.rew falnter. thfn was lost. Intho solernn hush of tlie autumn nlght.
CHAPTER XV.

DUNDERBERG SOLVES THE D1FFI-CULTY.

mlnor candldates aml ofliclals, with afair sprlnkling of women. Anice La¬nler, chaperoned hy her aunt, wlthwhom she now lived. wns thero. her.h gh color and the HKht in her blge>es alone betraying the foarful sus-pense under whleh slie laboredihe belated returns, whlch should'have been relegraphed nt once to thel^eague headquarters, were still fnr-t.lier delayed by the fact that the onewlre now running Into town had beenpre-empted by Conover. Hence, it waanot until well after one o'clock thatCllvo recelved deflnlte nows of his ownelection. Throngs of friends and sup¬porters had. on receiot of the flnalfigures.^ docked about him wlth con-gratulatlons and good wishes. To nllhe had given seemlng heed, vet anioncrthe crush he saw but one fnce, readin one pair of brown eyes tlie praisoand Inflnite gladness tid soughtAnd as soon as he oould he departedwlth Anice and her aunt for the lat¬tor b .home, where a little souper atrois wns to celebrate the victoryThey formed a jolly trio nbout thodainty supper tuble. Lato as it wasall were fnr too excited to feel sleepy!Yi.,wi5h \n curtafI hy.one mlnute tholittle feast of trlumph.
"To the next Governor of the Moun¬tnln State!" proclalmod Anice solomn¬

ly. as she llfted her flnss. "To bodrunk standing. and wlth. No, no.Clive," she ropro.ved as tho Goveinor-
elect also rose. "You mustn't drlnk
lt. It's-"
"I'm not golng to." retorfcod Stand¬

lsh indlgnantly. "I'm gettlng up to
look for n dlctionary."
"But what on earth.."
"I want to .find the femlnlno for

Governor. And-"
A whlrr of tho telephono bell broke

ln on hls explnnation.
"Somo stupid .political message. for

you," hn::nrded Anlco, taklng down
the receiver. "Yes, this Is 318 R. Yes.
Yes, this ls Mlss La. Oh!" with a
changed intonatlon, "Mrs. Conover?"
A longer pause. Then Anice, gavo

a llttlo cxclamation of sympathy; Us-'
tened a moment, and snid:

"Yes, we wlll come at oneo. But I
hope you'll find It's not as hnd ns you
thlnk, Don't break down. I'm sure lt
wlll be all right."
"What ls lt?" asked Cllvo nnd her

aunt ln n breath.
"I'm not qulto sure." answered tho

girl. "Sho wus so upset I coold hnrd¬
ly undcrstiind her. Besldes, the wlres
nro stlll ln bud condition. But it seems
some nceideut or Injury hns luippened
to her liiisbnnd. Oerald ls away, and
there ls no ono tho poor woiiuin cnn
turn to, so sho telephoned for mo.
And, Cllve, sho wants to know If you
won't come, too. Please, do. You'ro
tho only rolutlve sho hns. And she's
so unhnppy."
"Just as you wlsh.'' nceeded Standlsh,

with no gront willingness, "but I'll bo
sorry to liavo to-nlght's hiippluess
nuirrcd-by another row wlth Conover."

"I gathor from what sho says h'ii Is
ln no condltlon for a 'row' wlth nny
one. I told hor wo'd como at once,
Pleaso hurry, tle'rir," 1 hnte to thlnk
of that frlghtened llttlo woman try¬
lng to muot any sort of a erlsls alono."

In the great. coinfortless drawing-
rooni of tho Kliiiisoloiini, on a couch
lmstlly pushed luto tho centro of tho
room undor the .cliandollor, lay Caleb
Conovor, Itnllrojulor. Two doctors,
who hnd been worklng over lilin. had
now drawn bnck a fow pnecs nud wera
coiiforrlng ln gravo. iniderlones, At the
foot of tho couch, clnd only In nlght-
gown and sllupers. aa sho had bet-t


